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Since we deserved the name of friends,
And thine effect so lives in me,
A part of mine may live in thee,

And move thee on to noble ends.

JDXIV

You thought my heart too far diseased;
You wonder when my fancies play
To find me gay among the gay,

Like one with any trifle pleased.

The shade by which my life was crost,
Which makes a desert in the mind,
Has made me kindly with my kind,

And like to him whose sight is lost;

Whose feet are guided thro' the land,
Whose jest among his friends is free,
Who takes the children on his knee,

And winds their curls about his hand:

He plays with threads, he beats his chair
For pastime, dreaming of the sky;
His inner day can never die,

His night of loss is always there.

WHEN on my bed the moonlight falls,
I know that in thy place of rest
By that broad water of the west,
There comes a glory on the walls:
Thy marble bright in dark appears,
As slowly steals a silver flame
Along the letters of thy name,
And o'er the number of thy years.
The mystic glory swims away;
From off my bed the moonlight dies;
Aoid closing eaves of wearied eyes
I sleep till dusk is dipt in gray: